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ONE 


Hours and weeks, 

when spills become stains, 

Hours and weeks, 

when cuts become scars. 

Clouded shapes, tattoos drawn and removed. 
Souls reconsidered, 

forgotten on the living canvas. 

The beggar's cap, passed upon tears, 

for even a beggar needs salt. 

The stone, the spirit, the chance, 

what but a man is neither beast nor feast? 


TWO 


Bread, unbuttered, 

somewhere a fast is broken; 

the slaughter of wine and fish 

upon the morning stone. 

Killers and surgeons, 

all clutching knives at the table, 
bleeding only milk from the offering. 
Behind the bars of a spoken love song 
a harmonica is heard, 

wet like a child only seconds old. 

To walk waking 

across a parted sea of eyes, 

as feathers lick the moon 

and puddles of fog hide the spark, 
yes, only the heart can breathe smoke. 


THREE 


We have wept and died 

and the ink is still wet. 

Yet there is no Robin Hood 

to the poor of heart. 

The fingers of dreamt freedom 
massage the tired watchdog 
into slumber smiling, 

while feline burglars attack 
the disrobed heart. 

Who loves the stars anymore? 
Certainly not the poets 

who cannot dream 

in black and white. 

Feel the laughter shake the windows 
when the neck in the noose 
wears the jester's cap. 

Where the railroad meets the sky 
we have wept, and died, 

the rails still hot 

from the moonshine whistle 

of alonesome caboose. 


FOUR 


As we kneit beside the pody 

of the long-awaited stranger 

all the would-be widows 

had already begun to pine 

for his absence, 

and death had sown roses 

for his headstone. 

Stabbed though the heart 

with the very same knife 

he had just last summer 

named after his poor dead mother. 
The knife 

that had once buttered his bread 
stood, like a flagpole haif-masted 
upon his chest. 

With strangers ail secrets die, 
captured and hung 

against the morning sun 

through an outlaw's truth. 


FIVE 


The hidden heart emerges 
stronger than quicksand 

and dressed in battleship grey 
from beneath the tunneled stone, 
with a deep breath, 

aged one thousand years. 

In this, 

the crowded theater of friendship, 
| cannot resist but to yell "fire," 
and rescue the hidden heart. 
Motherless thoughts 

Crawl over the body 

in a blanket of turmoil. 

In such wild fevers 

| have torn open the hidden heart. 
And as the sun touches the buildings 
each morning 

| am dancing 

barefoot and heartless 

in the urn. 


SIX 


| have inherited the wisdom 

of the stolen corpse's jacket. 

| have gained the strength and spirit 

of the bottom layer of brick 

in an ancient cathedral. 

| have chastised youthful thoughts, 
stabbing them in the dark 

like a train without headlights. 

| have stood pompous and unabashed, 
like a tattered flag, 

and laughed at the fisted torch. 

| have wallowed with the demons 

in the green shadow cast 

by the bottle, 

afterwards staggering deliriously 

into the arms of the bespeckled traveller, 
the preacher of a thousand gospels. 

| have ignored my own voice 

for a kiss from the sweet, hot cider. 
Men, like dogs, are driven mad in packs, 
only to be stopped cold sober 

for the price of listening. 

| have spit your name into the sidewalk, 
and wait infinitely for the echo. 


SEVEN 


There are diamonds buried in the asphalt. 
This is the only light to be seen 

after thousands of years under the wheel. 
There is insight buried in the banter 

and a treasure chest of golden teeth 
sunken in the sewer. 

The hand draws back in disgust 

and spits out the remains 

of a gravel heart. 

When all have walked weeping and swallowed 
hard, 

| shall lay headfirst at the mountain's foot 
on a warm lava pillow 

and wait until the flood meets the rain. 


EIGHT 


Behold the face that beckons the artist: 
render it | cannot, 

for my pollen has long since flown. 
Only the foolish brave 

can conquer the world's edge, 

and they only to behold the reckless 
as they clear the jagged stones 

and break the great ocean's mirror. 
The moon, aching to be full, 
swallows the sunlight's remedy. 

The spotlit ivy's dew, 

morning's humble pawn, 

attacks the wandering eye 

and then ruthlessly surrenders. 
Rather to philosophize 

and baste in this semantic hell 

than to bronze with Latin lovers 

in imagined sunlit glory. 
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NINE 


These eyes are no stranger to the clock 
nor to visions defiled by timeless vandals. 
Conceived and born in the year One, 

it is darkness, the godchild of fear 

which has turned the eyes inward. 

A darting stare is plundered for gold, 

but nothing seems as easy 

as to catch the wind afire. 

The memory, saline and watchful, 

allows no quarter to fiction's beggar. 

Yet who can remember the wind? 

Only the trees and mountains, 

who wait speechless for its bathing currents. 


TEN 


There is a book in your eyes 
and | will burn it 

if only for its warmth. 
Symbols, all! 

Sacrifice yourselves 

to gilded intellect. 

The book in your eyes 

is the whispered tale 

of a thousand cities 

and is weighed heavy 

by the fingerprints 

of a million suns. 

In days innumerated 

| have followed the fathers 
through temples of rain, 
where we worshipped the overcast fire. 
| have strained my eyes blind 
staring at the book's wisdom 
and seeking a friendly wisp 
in the fog. 

What choice is there 

but to walk with bowed head 
through this phlegm called life? 


ELEVEN 


A wizard's brew of smoke 

fills the quilted air 

and soothes the fire's frozen eye. 
"Unlock my words, 

and they shall run through your wood 
like rabbits" | said, 

but she had met them already, 
returning through the road's fork. 
Rendered thoughtless 

by the anvil in my heart 

and motionless by the rush of cold brick 
from the shoes to the spine. 

Dancing helpless to a jukebox of ideas, 
she is guarded by rusted chains of light. 
| shall hereafter 

speak with the soles of my feet, 

and fathom darkness with my tongue. 
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TWELVE 


| worship the pinprick sky, 
daylight's only star 

in the view from the hole. 
Eyes of garnet 

from a forsaken earring. 
Wasted tears 

from the bottom of the drain. 
The heart is tunneled by these visions, 
and is replenished with love, 
which tastes of nectar 

yet stings of hot lead. 

All resignations, 

however vaguely tendered, 
point skyward from the hole 
and awaken in heaven's ether. 
These are the petals, 

the dreams and desires 

within every acre 

of seeds. 


THIRTEEN 


My cabin rests on every moonbeam 
and every spare moment | bask 

in its chimney-smoke. 

Children, with campfire eyes, 

shed tears of golden sap 

which fall hissing into the flame. 

In dances dreamt 

we swayed to every breath, 

struck dumb by the bleary serenade 
of sweet firewater. 

Not one had the stones 

to resist the pipes 

of paradox 

resounding from the witch's organ. 
However, the angry bow 

is betrayed by the arrow's untruth 
and by the stubborn convalescence 
of an uncheerful soul. 

Ignore my eyes, 

but heed my sunken brow, 

for its speaks volumes 

to the willing heart's ear. 
Indifference, teeth sunk into wax 
bleed scarlet drops of gravity 

which fall into the fire 

in silent sacrifice. 


FOURTEEN 


Apples ripe and red. 

They are trapped in the tree, 

when the moon seems only a mile away. 
Bones and seeds, like warm pulp 
to the curious tongue. 

Sunlight, with the tail of a scorpion, 
strikes without mercy 

at our boiled leather skin. 

The bubbling sky 

left all but languid, 

careening to and fro 

about a motionless body. 

The thought's dream is to act, 

and mine but to awaken. 

| spied a fork in your tongue 

and plugged my eyes. 

Right or wrong, 

no answer is given. 


FIFTEEN 


The great men unborn 

and martyred ideas unconceived. 
They awaken into dream after dream, 
finding only doorknobs 

with their outstretched hands. 
While those without souls 

sleep wide-eyed, 

the watchman lies dead 

in the back of the throat. 

They have long looked with envy 
at the birds, 

not for their foolish flight, 

but for feathered skin 

to shoulder the rain. 
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SIXTEEN 


When the last drop of blood has been sold, 
arisen from a possum's death 

and run, shouting mortality. 

A bridge of trampled bodies 

asks no questions 

but their cold hands, 

preserved in the snow, 

beg the unthinkable promise. 

A soul, an only child, 

she is free to plunder 

like a cat with eyes of crimson. 

Let skies come velvet this morning 
and caress my calloused eyes. 
Brothers of humility, 

we have stripped to the vein, 

like a circus of nervous clowns. 
Fetch a fresh body, 

and deliver me from this tired fauna. 


SEVENTEEN 


The Lord is my janitor, 

| shall not give a damn. 

Where life and death 

elope with crossed fingers. 

No flame, eternal as ours is, 

could be snuffed by one open window. 
A sun-blinded vision 

of one hundred bodies entwined, 

A farewell kiss is spoken, 

but is lost in the bells. 

Betrayed in dreams recurring, 

a mirror cracked with a bullet's heart. 
Life's pigeons, 

we have gathered once again 

to indulge in breadcrumb thoughts 
and to keep out an eye 

for the janitor's broom. 


EIGHTEEN 


You are not a peace 

and | am not a soldier. 

Our demons met, 

we should recognize them 

like childhood sweethearts 

and return to them 

their perfumed lips and candy rings. 
Simple is that which scatters and bonds us, 
like chocolate or cigarettes. 

Sacred is that which enslaves us, 
thick as the rats 

who infest the temple of dreams, 
more faithful than the priests themselves. 
Long is the road beneath our wheels, 
into the hearts of all 

where the noble sword is kissed 

and a tender sunset is plundered. 
Forgotten swings, 

wildly through the half-light, 

where tiny fairies of pink and blue 
bathe in the footsteps 

of wisdom walked. 
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NINETEEN 


Asmall ransom to pay 

for the wisdom in our leathered bosoms, 
a mere tenth of what swims 

and dies without dying 

‘neath this sacred soup. 

| shall turn my coat 

against that which breath has spawned, 
and pitch no pennies 

to the smiling urchins, 

that paw at my heartsleeves. 

| am the scoundrel, 

laughing at the wake, 

reviling testament 

upon boundless testament, 

while the earth stages its final turn. 
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TWENTY 


To breathe and luster 

with the loneliest teapot, 

to laugh and weep laughing 
with morning's first broken egg, 
To serve no solace 

to sorrow's chameleon, 

curtains drawn 

to the wandering child returning. 
| should rather drink boiling tears 
than to drown thirsting 

with words full of sand. 

To be a purse, 

bottomless to your hands only. 
To march in chaos, single file, 
shouting only with our eyes. 
Driven punch-drunk 

by the devil's favorite sin, 

death is timely met 


by wisdom from both sides of a gun. 
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TWENTY-ONE 


Love, the universal atom, 
Swirling within the most dirty 
and close-fisted. 

Crawling in the pulp, 
unlettered and lame, 
midwife to each kiss 

be it sunlit or spoken. 
Slumbering giants, gods athirst, 
her lips awaken licked 

by wine and bread. 

Chilled breath, 

of coddlers and cabmen, 
seen but unheard, 

who roll their eyes and spit 


somewhere downwind of forever. 


Love, the sea-trodden fishwife, 
the fatherless miscreant 
sowing gardens of dust, 

year upon year, 

sharing only love and the rain. 
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TWENTY-TWO 


Let the pain sting the heaven 

to float through the wind 

upon a gossamer. 

Hands of thunder, tearing the sky, 

then trailing into whispered flutery. 
Liquid silver, 

a soul who can stand 

and a love without limbs. 

There shall be no flies on this corpse, 
we will dream in darkness inflammable. 
Baptisms of smoke 

from a wheatfield burning, 

waves of wind and locust. 

Love arrives on catfish whiskers 

in the season of petal and plow. 

He who walks upon the water cannot sleep, 
for he shall surely drown. 
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TWENTY-THREE 


Pluck an iris 

from the young and in love. 

Nothing grows taller 

than the weeds of farmer time 

as thoughts grow older upon the page. 
My words are released like bloodhounds, 
and the earth is bleeding rivers. 
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TWENTY-FOUR 


These are the days 
when men are fired from clay. 
Atoms rejoicing upon their reunion, 
born and buried, naked as the eye. 
Hearts of sand, melting into stone 
and back into sand in time 
to fill the hourglass. 

Empty oceans, 
fishless waters which hold no reflection, 
my face is the delta of my tears. 
Nothing more than a rainbow 
in the desert for your faith? 
God is not dead, he is a ghost. 
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Colophon 
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